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past; now for revenge ! The loss of the highest stake
never broke the spirit of an untiring gambler. Like
Don Juan before his guest of stone, he hardened
himself against Fate. Fate summoned him to repen-
tance ; he did not repent.

Feverishly he seized again the dice, again to shake
them once more in the box, proud and confident before
the final throw. He made no recriminations, uttered
no laments. He had to reign again, remount his
horse, hold reviews, summon a huge army of con-
scripts to arms, and once more to make Europe trem-
ble. When Francis I., returning from captivity in
Madrid, crossed the Bidassoa, and found himself free
again on the soil of his kingdom, he exclaimed:
" Here I am, king once more! I am king! I am king
again!" When Napoleon had crossed the Ehine,
he was able to say, " I am always Emperor! "

Yes, he was always Emperor; yet what gloom his
advent in the capital was to call forth! This was
the second time he had abandoned his army; but
what a difference between the return from Egypt
and the return from Russia! From Egypt he had
returned alone, but victorious, and his soldiers were
at Cairo; from Russia he returned alone, but his
army was annihilated and no longer at Moscow*
Any one else so returning would have feared the
criticisms or the blame of the populace; he was re-
turning to Paris as proud as if lie had just signed a
glorious peace, and the Grand Army were following
his triumphal chariot. The nearer he drew to the